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Sugden, and myself as men whom the Whigs would anxiously have kept out; but says they have no doubt I fancy I shall be the terror of the Treasury bench, but they shall, be ' agreeably disappointed if I turn out anything better than a buffoon.' This must come from Col. Thompson & Co., who did not particularly relish my nomination jokes. Clear your head of all nonsense about scrutinies, petitions, &c., &c. There is not a safer seat in England than mine. They have not a shadow to work upon. . . .
I franked your letter,    .    .    .
From the prospects of the undecided elections there is no doubt there must be 318 Tories in the House . . . and I shall be rather surprised if we don't pick up a few more. In short, the Government is done, and I doubt whether they will meet Parliament. . . . The Whigs are more than low-spirited; they are in extremis; they give the affair up. Peel says he can carry on the Government with the present Parliament, not the slightest doubt, so. I hope we are sitting for seven years. What fun! And how lucky after all I should esteem myself!
My love to all,
D.
To Mrs. Bulwer Lytton.
[Undated.]
It was odd that my electioneering struggle should terminate in being M.P. for Maidstone. As I am already a believer in destiny, it required not this strange occurrence, and doubly strange from the manner in which it took place, to confirm me in my Oriental creed. . . . We are the children of the gods, and are never more the slaves of circumstances than when we deem ourselves tneir masters. What may next happen in the dazzling farce of life the Fates only know.1
To Mrs. Wyndham Lewis.
.   BRADBNHAM,
Sept. 1,1837.
After you went, everything and everybody were most dull and triste. The truth is the visit was too short. Yesterday I ' executed justice and maintained truth' at West Wycombe, where they kept me so late that I missed the post. Here everything remains the same, save that it is now the memorable first of September and the boys are out shooting.
1 Erom a letter in Mr. Alfred Morrison's collection.